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laugh, but which I did not understand. They were kissing. They
were delighting in one another. Michele was never gentle with me.
Even when she was kind there was a rough quality in her kindness.
Jean, even when he was in a good mood, always spoke to rne as
though he were my master. A hulking great brute, but not to
Michele, He would say to her, "Your hands are cold/7 and hold
them in his for a long while. He was never kind to nie. I have
always wanted people to be kind.. ..
Looking out on to the rainy fields, I suffered.

Monsieur Calou wanted to take advantage of a break in the clouds
to go back to Baluzac. He asked me to call Jean. I rang the great
bell, but in vain. There was no sign of Jean, The abbe Calou de-
cided at last that his charge was old enough to get home alone. He
rode off on his bicycle after saying good-bye to Madame Brigitte.
Her headache had gone, and she took a stroll in the Avenue with
Monsieur Puybaraud. Standing on the steps, I could see them
pacing up and down. My master was doing all the talking. There
were only the briefest of interchanges between them, and, although
I could hear no high words, something told me that all was not
well. Monsieur Puybaraud, on his way back into the house, stroked
my hair. He was very pale,

"I am going away tomorrow morning, Louis. I must see to my
packing."

I scarcely heard him. Where were Michele and Jean? They had
not come back to tea, I could remember no previous occasion on
which they had been alone together for so long. It was not annoy-
ance that I most felt now, but anger, a desire to hurt them. I be-
came a prey to all the nastiest instincts which flourish in us at that
period of life when the man we are to be is already fully formed
and fully dowered with his individual portion of inclinations and
passions.

- The rain had left off. I walked quickly beneath the dripping trees.
Now and again a raindrop splashed on my cheek or ran down my
neck. It was a sunless summer and the grasshoppers were silent If
only there had been some other boy or girl at Larjuzon with whom